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When we got back from Hog Island there was just time for a blissful tub before we greeted the first guests to arrive for the wedding of Alice Wilson, the President's niece. The ceremony was not to take place until the evening of August yth, but guests began arriving on the 5th. Alice's parents lived in an apartment in Baltimore and a wedding would have been such an undertaking for them that I suggested it be held in the White House. The President's daughters, thinking only of their father's comfort, opposed this, but Wood-row wanted the girl to have a nice wedding. Only relatives of the bride and the groom were asked, but these were sufficient to fill the White House.
Nearly all of them were there by the evening of the 6th, which was dreadfully hot. They seemed ill at ease, and so, in view of the event of the morrow, I proposed early bed for everyone and got them all off to their rooms at 9.30. Then I ordered a car sent around to the Treasury entrance and my husband and I stole out through a basement door and had a lovely ride.
Next day was worse than ever. Heat shimmered on the surfaces of the streets and the buildings. Guests were still coming and Margaret generously volunteered to meet the trains. I shall never forget one relative of the groom. She arrived in a tailored suit, skirt and coat, with a starched high-collared waist, and not a hair turned from the heat. While we were all suffocating in the thinnest of white dresses with open necks, this lady really seemed comfortable as she sat bolt upright on the edge of a chair, and said she preferred hot tea to iced lemonade!
Evening brought no relief from the torrid temperature. So, as there was none but family guests, my husband and I suggested the gentlemen wear their white clothes, instead of formal dress; for it did not seem humanly possible to put on a stiff shirt and black, long-tailed coats. Our suggestion was scouted; full dress was essential, decreed the mother of the bride.